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witcht with the rogues company .If the rafcal havenotgivcn 
me medicines to make me love him,Ilc be hangdiit could not 
be elfe. I have drunk mcdicines.'/V/w-f, H*//,a plague on you 
both ."Bar dolly Peto, lie ftarve ere lie rob a foot farther: and 
twere not as good a deed as drink, to turn true man , and to 
leave theft rogue?, I am the verieft varlet that ever chewed 
with a tooth: eight yards of uneven ground, is thrcefcore and 
ten miles afoot with me : and the ftony-hearted villains know 
^ it well enough ; a plague upon it, ..when theeves cannot be 
true one to another. B hey whifilc. 

Whew, a plague upon you all, give me my horfe, you rogues. 
Give me my horfe, and be hang'd. 

Prin. Peace ye fat guts,lie down, lay. thine care clofe to the 
ground, and liil if thou can hear the tread of Travellers. 

P^-Have you any leavers to liftme up again being down? : 
Z- loud, lie not bear mine own flefli fo far afoot again for all 
the coyne in thy Fathers Exchequer : what a plague mean ye 
to colt me thus ? 

Prin. Thou lieft, thou art not eolted, thou art uncolted. 

F alf. I prcth.ee good Prince Hall , . help me to my horfe., . 
Good Kings fonne. 

Prm Outyou rogue fhalljl be your oilier ? 

Pa If. Go hang thy lei fin thine own heircapparant garters: 
iflbetane, lie peach for this : and I have not ballads made on 
all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a cup of lack be my poyfon: 
when jeftis fo forward, a*d afoot too,. I hate it. 

Enter C/ads-HM 

C/ad. Stand. F *1. So I do againft my will. 

Psft.Otisour fetter, I know his voice fPWc/, what news? 

’Bar, Cafe ye,cafeyc;on with your vizards, there’s money 
of the Kings coming down the hill, tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

F alf. You lie, you rogue, tis going to the Kings Tavern. 

Gad. There s enough to make us all, 

F alf* To be hanged. 

Prin. You foure fkall front them in the narrow lane. 

Ned Poynes and I will walk lower ; if they fcape from your 
encounter, then they light on us* . 


Henry the Fourth, 

Pete. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

F alf. Zounds, will they not rob us ? 

Prince. What, a coward. Sir Iohn P awnch ? 

F*f. Indeed I am not Iohn of G am your Granfatheftbut yet 
no coward, Hall. 

Prin. Well, week leave that to the proof. 

Psy.Sirra lackyhy horfe Hands behind the hcdge,when thou 
nceHeft him.therc thou fhalt find him, fare well, and Hand faft. 
F alf. Now cannot l ftrikeliim if! ihouldbe hang’d 
Prin. Ned , where are our difguifes? 

Poy. Herehard by : (land clofe. 
f Pal/ Now, my matters, happy man be his dole, fay, every 

man to his bufinefle. 

Enter the B rave tiers. 

Bra. Come neighbour, the boy fhall lead our horfes down 
the hill, week walk afoot a while, and eaie our legs. 

Theeves. Stay. Bra. Jefus bleffc us. 

Pal/. Strike, down with them, cut the villains throats : a 
horfon catcrpillers i Bacon-fed knaves, they hate us, youth, 
down With them, fleece then). 

Tra. O, wcarc undone, both we and ours for ever. 

Valf. Hang yc gorbellicd knaves, are ye undone? no, ye fat 
chuffes,! would your florc were here: on Bacons,on, what ye 
knaves ? yongmen muft live , you are grand jurors, arc yc? 
week jure you, yfeith. 

Here they rob them and binde them. Enter 

the Prince, and Poynes. 

Prince, The theeves have bound the true men: now, could 
thou and I rob the theeves, & go merrily to London, it would 
be argument for a week,laughtcr for a moneth,and a good j eft 
for ever. 

Poy. Stand clofe, I hear them coming. 

Enter the theeves again, 

Frf//:Come,my mafters,let us lharc, and then to horle before 
day : and the Prince and Poynes be not two arrant cowards, 
there’s no equity ftirnng,there 8 no valour in that Poyncs,thm 
in a w-ilde duck. 

Prince 
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